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The Tragedy of Cymbeline. 


Yea, though' thou do demand a Prifoner 
The Noblefl tatge. 

I humbly thantte your Highnetfcv 

Luc. 1 do not bid thee Wggc my life, good Lad^ 
And yet 1 know thou wilt. 

Imo* No^o.ahckej, 
There's other wcuke m hand : I fee a thing 
BUurtome, as death ; your Wfe,g6dd Matter, 
Muft fhufflcforiiiclfc. 

Luff* The Boy difdaiotsniCj 
Hcleaues me/corncs mc i briefdy dye their ioyes, 
That place thetti on the truth ofGyrles,and Boycs r j 
Why ft Rods he fo pci plexc ? 

Cym, Whar would'£ithoi3 Boy ? 
I ioucthec more >and more ; thinktmore and more 
What's beft co aske. Kuow'ft him thou iook'ft on?fpeak 
Wilt haue him Hue? Is he thy Kin? thy Friend f 

/jw. HeisaRomane^noniore kin to me, 
Then I to your HighnefFe., who being bom your vaffaile 
Am fomething ncerer- 

Cym % Wherefore cy'ft him fo ? 

He tell you (Sir)in priuatfc^fyou pleafe 
To giucmc hearing* 

Cym, I, with all my heart, . 
And lend my beft attention. What's thy name ? 

Inw* FiddeSit. 

Cym. ThoiAt my good youth : my Page 
Ilebc thy Mafter. walke with me: ipeake freely, 
Bel. Is not this Boy reuiu'd from death f 
AruU One Sand another 
Not more refembles that fweetRofie Lad : 
Who dyed, and was Fidel e: what tWnke you 1 
Chu The ft me dead thing aline, 
2fr/.Peacc,peace, fee farther : he eyes vs not, foibearc 
Creature* may be alike ; were't he^l arcs fure 
He would hanc fpoke to Vf . 
* Gui, But we fee him dead. 
HeL Be filcnt ; let's fee further, 
Pifit* lets my Mirtris : 
Since fhe is Immgjlet the lime run on, 
To good a or bad, 

Cym* Come j ftand thou by our fide, 
Make thy demand alowd- Sir,ftep you forth, 
Gitie anfwer to this Boy > and do it freely, 
Or by our Grcameffc, and the grace of it 
(Which is our Honor) bittet torture fhall 
Winnow the truth from falfhoud. One fpeakc to him. 

Imo% My boone is, that this Gentleman may rendct 
Of whom he had this Ring. 
Poft, What's that to him ? 
Cym* That Diamond vpon your Finger, fay 
How came it yours f 

Inch, ThotflttortOTpmetoleauevnfpokcn, that 
Which to be fpoke, wou'd torture thee, 

^ym m How? me? 
, lack* I amgladcobeconflrain'dtovtrerthae 
Which torments me to conceale. By ViHany 
I got this Ring; 'twas Lcottat t& Jewell, 
Whom thou did'ftbamfli rand which more may greeuc 
As It doth me : a Nobler Sir,ne'reliu\l (thee, 
'Twixt sky and ground. Wilt thou hearc go ore my Lord ? 
Cym* Ait that belongs to this, 
Idch* That Paragon, thy daughter, 
For whom my heart drops blood, and my falfe fpirirs 
Quaile to remember. Glue me leaue, I faint. 

Cym, My Daughtei?what of hif fRcncw thy ftrength 


J had ratherthouihould'ft liue.whileN^^^ 
Then dye ere I hears more :-fttiac man, and e t 

lack Vpon a time, vnhappy was the clocke 
That ftrookc the houre ; it was in Rome accurf* 
The Manfiaa where : 'twas at a Peaft, oh W ouId 
Our Viands had bin poyfon*d(or at leift - 
Thofe which I heatt'd to head:) the good P*&Uu— 
(What fliould I fay? he was too good to be ' 
Where ill men were,and was the beft of all 
Among'ft thcrar'ft of good ones) fitting fadlv . 
Hearing vs praifeour Louts of Italy 
Far Beauty, that made barren the fweird boaft 
Ofhim that beft cotdd fpeakc : for Feature, l am j np 
The Shrine otVenm* or ftraight-pight Mmmb 
PoSures 3 beyond brecfe Nature. ForCondici 0 R 
A (hop ofall the qualiries,chat man * 
Loues woman for, befides that hooke of Wiuhte 
Faireneffe, which itrikes the eye. 

Cym, 1 ftand on fire. Come to the matter. 
itch* Ail too foone 1 fcall, 
VnicfTc thou would'ft greeae quickly, Thi# PMunm 
Moft like a Noble Lord/mloBe, and one 
That had a Roy all Louer, tooke his hint. 
And (not difpiaifiiig whom we prais'd, therein 
He was as caime as vertue) he began 
HisMiftris piflurei wbich.by his tongue, being made 
And then a minde put m\ either oiirbragges * 
Were crak'd of Kitchin^Tmlles,ot his defcripuon 
Prou'd vs vnfpeaking fortes, 
Cym* Nay.nay^to'th'purpofe, 
Isck Your daughters Chaflity, (there icbegmnes) 
He fpake of her, as Dim had hot dreamt* 3 
And (be alone, were cold : Whereat^ I wretch 
Made fcrupleofhispraife ? and wager J d with him 
Pceces of Gold, 'gainftthiSj which then he wore 
Vpon his honour'd finger) to attaine 
In fuitc the place of s bed, and winne this Ring 
By hers, and mine Adultery : he (trucKnight) 
No leffer of her Honour confident 
Then I did truly finde her> flakes this £ ing, 
And would fo,had it becnea Carbuncle 
OfPbcebns Whceic; and might fofafdy, had it 
Bin all the worth of* Carrep Away to Britaine 
Pofte I in this defigne : Well may you (Sit) 
Remember mc at Court 3 where I was taught 
Of your ehafte Daughter 3 thc wide difference 
'Twixt Amorous,and Vjllanotis, Being thus qqench'd 
Of hop e,not longing; mineltalianbrainc, 
Gan in your duller Britaine operare 
Mofi^Tildely : for my Y^ntageexcellent. 
And to be breef^mypraftife fopreuayl'd 
That I returned with fimular proofc enough^ 
To make the Noble hconanu mad, 
By wounding his bcleefe in her Renowne, 
With Tokens thus 3 and thus : auerring notes 
OfChambcr-harvging^ Figures, this her Bracelet 
(Oh cunning how 1 got) nay fomemarkes 
Of fecrct on her perfon, that he could not 
Butthinkeher bond ofChaftky quite cracVd, 
I hautng *tane the forfey t. Whereupon, 
Me thinkes I fee him now, 

Ifotboudo'ft^ 
Italian Fiend. Aye rce, moft credulous Foolc ; 
Egregious murtberer, Theefc^ny thing 
That i due to «U the Villaines paft,in being 
To come. Oh giuemeCord^rknifCjOrpoyfpOj 
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Some vpright lufticcr- Thou Kingjfend out 
for Torturors ingenious : it is I 
That all th'abhorred things oMVeartb amend 
gy being worfc then they. 1 am Poflhumm , 
That kiird thy Daughter s Villain-like, I \ft\ 
That caus'd a leffer villaine then my fclfc, 
Afacrilegious Thecfe to docu. The Temple 
Of Vertuc wa^ Hie ; yc3,and flheher felfe. 
Spit, and throw ftones, caft myre vpon me, fct 
Jhedoggcs o^th'ftreet to bay me : euery villaine 
ge c2\\ & P®fth& m m LtovAtW) and 
Be villany leffethen'twas. Oh Imogen] 
yiy Qtieene,my life, my wife ; oh ImQgen^ 
Imogen ;I*ftQg* n « 

Imo* Peptic my Lor j,hedre,hcare, 

Pcji. Shall's haoe a play of this ? 
Thou fcornfall -page* thert lye thy part* 

pif OhGendcmen^hefpe, 
Mine and your Miftris i Oh my Lord Pofihumsu^ 
You nerc killed Image* x\\\ now : hdpe,hclpe, 
Mine honour'd Lady. 

Cym. Does the vyorld go round ? 

Tofih. How comes thefe ftaggcrs on m^^r ? 

gjfit Wake my Mifiiis. 

Cym. If this be fo, the Gods do meane co ftrikc me 
To death,withmortall i^y. 

Pife. Howfare$niy Mi-flris? 

Imo, Oh get thee from my fight, 
Thou gau'ft me poyfon : dangerous Fellow hence, 
Breath not where Princes are* 

Cym* Thetuneof/HMgfftf. 

pjf/iXady 5 che Gods throw ftones of ftilphcr on me,if 
That box 1 gaue yon, was not thought by race 
A precious thing, I had it from the Queene* 

.Cym* New matter ftill, 

Imo. It poyfon'd me- 

Corn. Oh Gods! 
I left our one thing which theQueenc confeft, 
Which muft approue thee hcnclh If Pernio 
Haue (faid flie) giuen his M iftris that Confection 
Which I gaue him for Cordidl, file is feru*d, 
As I would ferue a Rat. 

Cym* What*s ih\$ ^Corffelisa? 

Corn. The C^ueene (Sir)very oft importun'd mc 
To tenvper poyfons for her 5 iiili pretending 
The fatisfaftion of her knowledge, onely 
In killing Creatures vilde } as Cats and Dogges 
Ofnoefteeme, I dreadiog > that her purpofe 
Was of more danger, did compound for her 
Acertaineftuffe, winch being tanejV/ouid ceafe 
Theprcfcnt powre oflife, but in (hort yme, 
AH Offices of Nature, fhouk! ag^inc 
Do their due Functions. Haue you tane of it? 

Into* Mofthkeldid } for I was dead. 

32el. m My Boyes, there was our ervor. 

Gm ¥ This is fit re pidele . 

/w.Why did you throw your wedded Lady fro yon ? 
Tbinkechatyoti are vpon a Rocke^and now 
Throw meagahfe. 

Pofi. Han^ there likeftuite, my foulc^ 
Till the Tree dye. 

Cym. HowRow,myFlefh?-my Childc? 
What, mak'ft thou me a dullard inthis Aft? . 
Wilt thou not fpeakc to me ? 

Imo. Your blcffmg, Sir. 

*SeL Though you did loue this youth p I blame ye-riot, 
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You had a tnotiue for't, 

Cym. My tearcs that fall 
Prouc holy-water on thee ; Imogen, 
Thy Mothers dead, 

Imo. I am forry for't.my Lord, 
Cym* Oh 3 (he was naught ; and long of her Jt was 
That we meet heere fo ftrangcly ; but hci" Sonne 
Is gone, we know not ho Wj nor vvhere. 

Ptfa. -My-Lord, 
Now feare is from mf, lie ipeake troth. Lord Cloten 
Vpon my Ladies miffing, owe to me 
With his Sword drawne,foam*d at theoiouth^ndfworc 
If I difcouer'd not which way the was gone. 
It was my inflrant death. By accident, 
I had a feigned Lener of my Matters 
Then in my pocket, which dircftcd him 
To feckcher on the Mount r^nes neerc to Milford, 
Where in a frenzie, in my Matters (^f«^np 
{ Which he infdre'd from mc) iway hepofh:s 
With vnchafic purpofe, anU with nach to violate 
My Ladies honor, what became of him, 
1 further know not* 
} Let me end the Story : I flew him rhcre. 

Cym, Marry, the Gods forefend. . 
I would not thy good deeds, Ihould from my lips 
Plucke a h.ird fentence : Pry thee valiant youth 
Deny'cagainc. 

CuL Ihauefpokei^andldidit. 
Cym. He was aPrincc, 

Gul A moft inciuiilone- The wrongs he did mec 
Were nothing Prince-like 3 for he did pfouokd mej 
With Language that would make mc fpurnethe Sea, 
If it could foroare tome. I cutoffs head^ 
And am right glad he is not (hading heer^ 
To tell this tale of mine. 

Cym % I am forrow for thee : 
By thine ownc tongue thbu art condemn'd^, and muft 
Endure our Law : 1 hou T rt dead. . 

Imo. That hcadleffe man ! thought had Bin my Lord 
Cym. Binde the Offender, 
And take him from ourpreience* 

r £d. Stay^SirKing, 
This man is bcirer then the man he flew, 
As well defcended as thy felfe t and hath 
More of rhce merited.then a Band of C/c?^^ 
Hadeuerfcarrefor. Let his Anncsalone, 
They were not borne for bondage. 

Cym. Why old Soldier : 
Wilt chon vndoo the wonh thou art vnpayd for 
By rafting of our wrath? How ofdefcent 
As good as we? 

Ami. In chat he fpakc coo farre. 
Cym. x\nd thoufbalt dye for't. 
HeL We will dye all three, 
Bud will prone that two one's are as good 
As I haue giucn out him- My Sonnes, I muft 
For mine ownc parr, vnfold a dangerous fpeech a 
Though haply well for you, 
Arm. Your danger's ours. 
Guid. And our good his, 
Bel. Hane at it then, by leaue 
Thou hadd 3 ft(greatKing)aSubieft,who 
Was caifd Belfirim* 

Cym. What ofhim?He is a baniCh'd Traitor, 
*BeL He itiSjthathatb 
Aflum'd this age; indeed a baniffrd man, 


